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that had escaped the willy-nilly black-out to reveal the town that
was going to bring more misery to me than there are poplars on the
roads of France.
We decided to spend the day in Marseilles and then to go on to
Aix-en-Provence. I wanted to see the Englishman, and a Marseillais
to whom the English woman publican had given me a letter. We ate
breakfast in a cafe on the Canebiere, and Nona was tired and I went
to look for an hotel. It wasn't easy. They were full, for that was
the period when the gutters of the Continent had emptied their
filth into Marseilles. Eventually, I found a room in an hotel on
the Canebiere and Nona went and lay down and I said I would
fetch her at lunch-time.
First, I went to the Frenchman who was a noisy son of the Midi
with an exceedingly rosy outlook on life and on things in general.
Oh, he loved England and the English. He was in the shipping
business and since the armistice his business was going to pieces.
When, oh when, would the English win the war to restore his
business ? Something is missing here, I said to myself.
He would help me to get to England. It was easy, mighty easy.
You had, however, to be careful, there were plenty of police spies
around looking for foreigners trying to get away. But he knew the
ropes. He would ring up a friend of his who kept an hotel
and get moderate prices for us. I asked how much the trip
to Gibraltar cost? He said that depended. The German and
Austrian refugees who wished to get to North or South America
were raising the price. They were people with money and now and
then a scare would run through them and then they were ready
to pay any price. They were vehemently disliked in Marseilles.
But surely for me, he said, who wanted to go to England to fight
the common enemy, a reasonable price would be made. He would
find out.
Then 1 went to sec the Englishman. I hadn't seen one for ages.
I was received by a sort of secretary and he asked me if I were a
British subject?
"He doesn't receive foreigners," he condescendingly said. I said
I wasn't a British subject but I wanted to see him on an urgent
matter. I had quite a lot to tell him. The secretary said I could
write down my name and then he put the paper before him on the
desk and went on placidly smoking his pipe.
"Why don't you take it in?" I asked.   He looked aghast.
"But he has a visitor. You don't think Pd disturb him for you?
He's speaking to a British subject." I said I hadn't any time to
wait. I would come back in the afternoon. When I told Nona, she